THE PLUTUS, 205-281

CA.     He's got a man, an ancient man,

of sorriest form and feature,
Bald, toothless, squalid, wrinkled, bent,

a very loathsome creature.
I really should not be surprised

to hear the wretch is circumcised.
CH.    O Messenger of golden news,

you thrill my heart with pleasure.
I do believe the man has come

with quite a heap of treasure !
CA.     O aye, lie's got a heap, I guess,

a heap of woes and wretchedness.
en.    You think, I see, you think you're free

to gull me with impunity.
No, no ; rny stick I've got and quick

I'll gel my opportunity,
CA.     What, think you I'm the sort of man

such things as that to do, sirs ?
Am I the man a tale to tell

wherein there's nothing true, sirs ?
CH.    How absolute the knave has grown !

your shins, my boy, are bawling
All / Ah ! with all their might and main,

for gyves and fetters calling.
CA.     You've drawn your lot; a the grave you've got

to judge in ; why delay now ?
Old Charon gives the ticket there ;

why don't you pass away now ?
en.    Go hang yourself, you peevish elf,

you born buffoon and scoffer.
You love to tantulixe and tease,

nor condescend to offVr
A word of explanation why

we're summoned here so hurriedly.
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